FEET OF CLAY

little chance that the fall of the stones and the body had been
heard. The Marquis's room was at the other end of the chateau.
Florent and his wife lived in a sort of half-basement underneath their
old master,, so that they might be on hand to go to him if he needed
them. The other servants were either in the low rooms in the attics or
in the outhouses, and they would not be getting up yet.

Only Madame de La Monnerie lived in this part of the chateau.
But she was so deaf... Yet, when the two men were starting down
the stairs, Laverdure heard a voice say, from behind the thicknesses of
panelling and tapestries: "What's the matter? Gome in!"

In the cloakroom Laverdure helped Gabriel on with his yellow coat,
put on his gloves and handed him a soft hat, then pushed him out of
doors, closed the front door, and loosed Cigarette, who was shivering.

"It's damned lucky she didn't start howling/5 Laverdure thought.

He went and hung the stag's slot in the car in its usual place, having
first carefully wiped it on his coat.

He led Gabriel round the chateau walls so as not to cross the whole
of the court of honour, and to reach the park by a side path.

The huge facade was beginning to stand out among the grey shadows,
but it was still impossible to distinguish anything at ground level.

"Supposing I've left some stupid thing undone, like that window,
something I ought to have thought of?" Laverdure said to himself.
"In the first place, there'll be the marks of our feet on the parquet,
both Monsieur le Comte's and mine. And then they'll want to know
how Madame la Gomtesse came to fall... Anyway, I can't go back
on it now. But why did I do it?"

Cigarette was already beginning to strain at the leash.

VII

The frightful coldness of his feet, due to the fact that Laverdure, when
he had put his boots on for him, had left him with his thin silk socks,
brought Gabriel back to a sense of reality.

He was in a forest ride at dawn. He was walking quickly, without
very well knowing why, yet in spite of the speed he was shivering.
Laverdure, with the hound pulling at the leash, was walking a few
paces ahead, talking to the hound in a low voice.

Cigarette went along with her nose to the ground. Then she sud-
denly raised her muzzle to a bush, hesitated, sought to dete6t on the
cold air something that was perceptible only to her, and started off
again.

Suddenly, without hesitation this time, Cigarette bounded forward,
nearly pulling the leash out of the huntsman's hand, climbed the low
bank and tried, growling, to enter the wood.

"She}s got wind of him all right," said Laverdure, holding the hound.
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